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The building of this charming cottage was commissioned in 1968 by the mystery writer 
William Evans. Notable features include a silver birch sapling and a granite fireplace, crafted from 
stone sourced on the western coast of the island. The latter may be viewed with polite request from 





























































































































































































































































































































































































































The seven-foot-high tower of rocks clustered at the eastern tip of the Blade is known 
as Sugarstone. To fully understand the significance of this name, one must first be 
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introduced to the history of the Sweet family and their dealings with Balthasar 
Gloyne.  
 In the early 1700s, Little Wimbish lay deserted, making it easy prey for the 
bands of smugglers who prowled the coastlines of the British Isles. One such 
smuggler was the notorious Balthasar Gloyne, who was born in the Cornish town of 
Perranporth around 1685. 
 In 1721, Gloyne and his men began using Little Wimbish as a base, 
smuggling tobacco, spirits and sugar into the southern counties (we can date their 
arrival by a stone inscription, written by Gloyne, at the base of Freathey Castle, see 
page 22). Five years later, William Sweet purchased the island.  
 After a year of conflict, Sweet managed to successfully drive Gloyne and his 
men off the island, only for Gloyne to return alone, thirsty for revenge. On the night 
of September 18th 1727, Gloyne broke into the newly finished Sweet Manor and 
snatched William’s youngest daughter Tabitha, then just fourteen years old. Upon 
waking the next morning, William found Tabitha gone and a note which read: Dear 
Sir – You will find I have made away with your lovely Tabitha! As you are to have my island, I 
shall have your daughter. Tabitha is mine now, Sir. And O! she is Sweet, my girl, Sweet as Sugar! 
Your faithful servant, Balthasar Gloyne. 
 One year later, with hope of her recovery all but gone, Tabitha miraculously 
reappeared on the island. Mute but seemingly unharmed, Tabitha was welcomed 
back, only for familial relief to turn to suspicion when rumours started that Tabitha 
had been bewitched by her captor and was working on his behalf. Many began to 
call Tabitha, still only fifteen, “Sugar Sweet”, in reference to Gloyne’s letter. It 
proved to be a name not easily shaken.  
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 In 1728, a terrible storm raged across the island, and almost a hundred sheep 
were lost. In their misery, the islanders pointed the finger at Tabitha, Gloyne’s 
“witch”. Many claimed that they had seen Tabitha dancing widdershins around St 
Eir’s; others insisted that she bore witch marks upon her arms and legs (more likely 
relics from the abuse she suffered at Gloyne’s wretched hands). But the final straw 
was to come with the sudden death of young Lawrence Sweet, the son of Tabitha’s 
brother Walter. The infant’s demise, the islanders said, was the work of a witch. 
 On the night of the 23rd April 1728, Tabitha was roused from her bed and 
pursued across the island by a frenzied mob, seeking to try her for the crime of 
witchcraft. Reaching the Blade, Tabitha sought refuge in the rocks, but was dragged 
from her hiding place. The mob asked Tabitha to renounce Gloyne and as she 
tearfully protested her innocence, they began to lay stones upon her body, slowly 
crushing her to death. The story goes that the last stone was placed by William Sweet 
himself.  
 As with any bloody and unnatural death, ghost stories blossomed in the wake 
of Tabitha Sweet’s murder. Some say she can be seen walking the halls of Sweet 
Manor, others claim they have heard her singing to her lost love Gloyne. No story 
has proved quite so persistent, though, as that which tells us Tabitha’s spirit remains 
trapped in the stones at the Blade, forever imprisoned by the very rocks that took her 
life. (Since the erection of Sugarstone, it has become a childhood pastime to stick 
one’s hand into the gaps as an act of pig-headed courage.)  
 Sugarstone stands now as a memorial to a girl whose short life was marked by 
terror and tragedy. Saddest of all is that this beautiful place, providing excellent views 
of the North Light is now forever associated with such an abomination.  
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 For those undeterred and keen to picnic on these rocks, you would be wise to 









































































































As with all rural Anglican churches, Saint Anthony’s is possessed of its own curiosities, most notably 
an upside-down carving of the Lovegrove family crest beneath the reredos, and a tiled Latin motto 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Veronica	Hegarty	
	
	 At	last,	unimaginably,	implausibly,	impossibly,	the	rain	will	have	stopped.	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Ruth	Swain	
	
	
We	began	this	investigation	by	examining	the	act	of	writing	trauma	down,	
looking	at	the	unique	importance	of	the	act	and	how	it	is	often	easier,	as	Bessel	
van	der	Kolk	has	explained,	than	speaking	of	difficult	things.	For	each	of	our	
narrators,	a	recent	trauma	has	pushed	them	to	a	point	at	which	writing	down	
their	trauma,	and	constructing	a	narrative	around	it	is	their	only	option	for	
survival.		
	 We	have	seen	too	how	the	construction	of	the	trauma	narrative	can	be	a	
complex,	often	contradictory	act,	and	explored	the	notion	that	each	of	our	
narrators	attempts	to	make	sense	of	what	has	happened	to	them	by	seeking	out	
plot	points	–	and	in	particular,	“beginnings”.	Another	tool	we	have	looked	at	in	
the	construction	of	the	trauma	narrative	is	invention.	Each	narrator	seems	
compelled	to	stretch	and	elaborate	on	the	truth;	again	in	an	attempt	to	discover	
why	their	trauma	occurred.	This	is	interesting	in	the	context	of	certain	trauma	
therapies,	which	encourage	survivors	to	construct	imagined	scenarios	around	
their	trauma.	
	 At	the	same	time,	we	have	investigated	the	notion	that	pursuing	sense	
over	truth	can	be	problematic.	As	Sophie	Tamas	has	argued,	a	trauma	narrative	
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must	not	repress	information	that	does	not	fit	with	the	accepted	order	of	things.	
It	must	also	try	not	to	shy	away	from	the	dirtier	and	more	unpleasant	aspects	of	
the	trauma.	In	the	case	of	our	narrators,	allowing	the	dirt	through,	resisting	the	
urge	to	repress,	was	shown	to	be	enlightening	–	it	enabled	new	modes	of	
expression	and	understanding.	
	 We	have	ultimately	seen	how	the	final	stage	in	the	creation	of	the	trauma	
narrative	has	been	to	share	it	with	another	person,	or	at	least	come	to	a	point	
where	that	seems	possible.	We	have	seen	how	the	writing	of	the	trauma	
narrative	enables	our	narrators	to	speak	of	it	for	the	first	time;	we	have	also	
seen	how	being	prepared	to	share	the	narrative	in	its	entirety	is	another	step	
towards	recovery,	and	ultimately	a	sign	of	hope.	But	what,	ultimately,	is	the	fate	
of	our	three	narrators?	What	can	we	surmise	about	their	futures	from	how	their	
trauma	narratives	come	to	a	close?	
	 In	the	closing	lines	of	my	novel,	the	voice	of	my	troubled	protagonist	
Esther	reverts	from	the	second	person	to	the	first	person.	In	previous	sections,	
this	transition	suggested	a	positive	development:	the	integration	of	Esther’s	
trauma	and	newfound	emotional	openness.	But	by	the	time	we	have	reached	the	
story’s	close,	the	warmer	and	more	vibrant	first-person	voice	has	taken	on	new	
meaning	–	now	it	is	suggestive	of	a	break	with	reality,	and	perhaps	even	the	
kind	of	mania	that	has	troubled	Esther’s	mother	for	so	many	years.		
	 Seeking	out	an	ending	for	my	traumatised	protagonist	was	not	easy,	
because,	as	we	have	seen,	trauma	is	not	usually	something	that	can	be	easily	–	
or	even	permanently	–	resolved.	As	such,	my	closing	lines	suggest	future	
hardship,	but	offer	no	clear	path	for	Esther.	In	the	case	of	the	novels	we	have	
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looked	at,	the	fate	of	each	narrator	also	remains	uncertain	as	their	story	draws	
to	a	close	–	although	in	one	case,	recovery	does	seem	to	be	possible.	
	 	As	we	have	seen,	the	reawakening	of	each	narrator’s	primary	trauma	
can	only	truly	provide	closure	when	the	understanding	of	what	went	on	is	
shared	with	an	addressable	other.	For	all	his	delving	into	the	past,	Max	is	
ultimately	denied	that;	Veronica’s	recovery,	meanwhile,	hinges	on	whether	or	
not	she	will	go	through	with	her	confession	to	her	brother	Ernest.	We	may	also	
consider	the	notion	that	–	though	Veronica	seems	finally	ready	to	speak	her	
trauma	out	loud	at	the	close	of	her	manuscript	–	doubt	continues	to	cloud	her	
memories	of	her	brother’s	abuse.	At	one	point	Veronica	recalls	a	memory,	or	
what	appears	to	be	a	memory,	of	being	abused	by	Nugent:		
	 I	remembered	a	picture.	I	don’t	know	what	else	to	call	it.	It	is	a	picture		in	
	 my	head	of	Ada	standing	at	the	door	of	the	good	room	in	Broadstone.		
	 	 I	am	eight.	
	 	 Ada’s	eyes	are	crawling	down	my	shoulder	and	my	back.	Her	gaze	
	 is	livid	down	one	side	of	me;	it	is	like	a	light;	my	skin	hardens	under	it	
	 and	crinkles	like	a	burn.	And	on	the	other	side	of	me	is	the	welcoming	
	 darkness	of	Lambert	Nugent.	I	am	facing	into	that	darkness	and	falling.	I	
	 am	holding	his	old	penis	in	my	hand.	(221,	my	emphasis)	
	
Veronica	herself	acknowledges	that	the	“memory”	“comes	from	a	place	in	[her]	
head	where	words	and	actions	are	mangled”	(221)	and	that	she	“can	not	tell	if	it	
is	true.	Or…can	not	tell	if	it	is	real”	(222),	but	the	doubt	plagues	her.	In	trying	
desperately	to	sort	fact	from	fiction,	she	writes:			
	 I	know	that	my	brother	Liam	was	sexually	abused	by	Lambert	Nugent.	
	 Or	was	probably	sexually	abused	by	Lambert	Nugent.	
	 	 These	are	the	things	I	don’t	know:	that	I	was	touched	by	Lambert	
	 Nugent,	that	my	Uncle	Brendan	was	driven	mad	by	him,	that	my	
	 mother	was	rendered	stupid	by	him,	that	my	Aunt	Rose	and	my	sister	
	 Kitty	got	away.	(224,	my	emphasis)	
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	 A	trauma	theorist	such	as	Herman	might	be	interested	in	the	idea	that	
Veronica	was	herself	abused,	and	that	this	has	caused	dissociation	and	
repression	of	the	memories.	Herman	has	written	of	dissociation	as	a	reaction	to	
childhood	sexual	abuse,	noting:	
	 The	child	victim	prefers	to	believe	that	the	abuse	did	not	occur.	In	the	
	 service	of	this	wish,	she	tries	to	keep	the	abuse	a	secret	from	herself.	
	 The	means	she	has	at	her	disposal	are	frank	denial,	voluntary	
	 suppression	of	thoughts,	and	a	legion	of	dissociative	reactions.	
	 …[Survivors]	may	learn	to	ignore	severe	pain,	to	hide	their	memories	in	
	 complex	amnesias,	to	alter	their	sense	of	time,	place,	or	person,	and	to	
	 induce	hallucinations	or	possession	states.	(88)	
	
	 We	know,	from	psychologists	such	as	Christiane	Sanderson,	that	“self-
harm	and	self-mutilation	are	associated	with	a	history	of	[child	sex	abuse]”	(58),	
just	as	we	know	that	as	a	child,	Veronica	experimented	with	a	form	of	self-harm:	
“I	remember	a	slow	afternoon	with	Ada’s	sewing	basket,	trying	acupuncture	on	
my	thigh,	testing	the	depth	of	the	needles	as	they	went	through	fat	and	meat	to	
the	cartilage	or	the	bone”	(130).	As	an	adult,	Veronica	recalls,	she	also	spent	a	
night	with	a	former	boyfriend,	“hacking	away	at	[her]	inner	leg,	with	a	biro	of	all	
things,	and	then	later,	running	through	the	ineffectual	blue	lines	with	his	
kitchen	knife”	(130).	While	it	is	impossible	to	judge	definitively	whether	or	not	
Veronica	was	herself	abused,	the	notion	that	she	might	have	been	casts	her	
entire	trauma	narrative	into	a	new	light.	The	mere	fact	that	she	feels	doubt,	that	
she	has	not	been	able	to	settle	on	her	own	version	of	events,	suggests	that	she	
may	find	no	real	closure	–	and	that	even	the	act	of	telling	her	brother	Ernest	
may	not	deliver	the	desired	integration	of	the	trauma	into	her	life	story.	
	 By	contrast	we	have	the	character	of	Ruth	who,	despite	being	very	
unwell	and	perhaps	even	close	to	death,	has	constructed	and	shared	her	
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narrative	to	the	extent	that	closure,	and	by	extension	recovery,	should	be	
possible.	Hence,	it	is	only	fitting	that	her	manuscript,	that	Williams’	novel,	
should	end	on	a	note	of	hope,	happiness	and	love,	in	an	imagined	scene	that	sees	
Ruth’s	father	reunited	with	Aeney	in	a	version	of	their	home	rendered	into	an	
impossible,	joyful	Paradise:	“Impossible…the	quicksilver	brilliance,	the	sun-
bounce	and	shine	of	the	River	Shannon.	Impossible	the	birds…Impossible	the	
sky,	blue	and	bluer	now,	with	butterflies”	(354).	At	the	very	end	of	her	trauma	
narrative,	Ruth	displays	acceptance	of	her	traumas	and	hope	for	the	future	by	
declaring:	“I	will	at	last	go	into	Remission…I,	Ruth,	will	write	this	book…and	I	
Ruth	Swain	will	know	that	love	is	real	and	forgiveness	complete	because,	at	last,	
unimaginably,	implausibly,	impossibly,	the	rain	will	have	stopped”	(355).		
	 Veronica’s	final	words	offer	a	different	perspective	–	standing	in	Gatwick	
airport,	preparing	to	fly	home	to	Dublin,	she	thinks	about	having	another	baby,	
a	boy	“whose	name	[she]	already	[knows]”	(260)	and	feels,	in	the	same	instant,	
that,	more	so	than	wanting	another	child,	she	wants	to	be	“less	afraid”	(261).	In	
her	final	words,	Veronica	muses	on	her	fear	of	flying,	the	fact	that	“you	are	up	so	
high,	in	those	things,	and	there	is	such	a	long	way	to	fall”,	followed	by	the	
admission:	“Then	again,	I	have	been	falling	for	months.	I	have	been	falling	into	
my	own	life,	for	months.	And	I	am	about	it	hit	it	now”	(261).	These	words	are	
ambiguous;	simultaneously	they	suggest	that	Veronica	is	on	the	verge	of	a	
breakthrough	(perhaps	the	recognition	that	she	was	abused	by	Nugent	too),	and	
that	she	is	aware,	and	afraid	of,	the	consequences	of	revealing	Liam’s	abuse	to	
her	family.	There	is	also,	undoubtedly,	a	quality	of	nihilism	in	her	final	
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statement,	which	draws	on	the	deeply	suicidal	image	of	falling	from	a	great	
height.		
	 In	the	final	section	of	his	manuscript,	Max	returns	to	the	moment	of	his	
wife’s	death,	telling	us	“Anna	died	before	dawn.	To	tell	the	truth,	I	was	not	there	
when	it	happened.	I	had	walked	out	on	to	the	steps	of	the	nursing	home”	(263).	
He	recalls	that	in	the	moment,	he	thought	of	swimming	alone	in	Ballyless	–	
during	the	same	summer	that	Chloe	died	–	and	felt	a	“smooth	rolling	swell”	that	
lifted	him	up	and	carried	him	towards	the	shore	(264).	Max	calls	it	“a	
momentous	nothing,	just	another	of	the	great	world’s	shrugs	of	indifference”	
(264)	and	in	the	next	moment	describes	being	fetched	by	a	nurse	who	has	come	
to	tell	him	of	Anna’s	death.	His	parting	words	tell	us:	“I	turned	and	followed	her	
inside,	and	it	was	as	if	I	were	walking	into	the	sea”	(264).	
	 Max’s	closing	words	seem	overt	in	their	desire	for	self-annihilation,	even	
more	so	than	Veronica’s.	Calling	upon	earlier	scenes	in	which	he	has	been	
drawn	to	the	sea,	and	discussed	drowning	as	a	painless	death,	this	final	section	
suggests	that	something	like	suicide	may	be	ahead	for	Max.	We	must	remember,	
after	all,	that	in	the	final	lines	of	his	manuscript’s	first	section,	he	imagines	
himself	transported	to	a	far	shore	and	declares	“I	am	there.	I	hear	your	siren’s	
song.	I	am	there,	almost	there”	(132).	And	yet,	this	apparent	death	impulse	is	
tempered	by	what	has	gone	before.	When	Max	finds	himself	thinking	of	the	
wave	that	carried	him	when	he	swum	alone	as	a	boy	one	summer’s	afternoon,	
we	see	how	it	mirrors	the	impact	of	his	wife’s	death	(presumably	occurring	at	
the	same	moment	that	Max	experiences	the	memory).	There	is,	in	other	words,	
a	kind	of	numbing	going	on	here,	a	suppression	of	feeling	that	calls	to	mind	
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Pullen	and	Rhodes’	notion	of	repressed	dirt.	Even	if	Max	is	not	headed	for	death,	
it	does	not	appear	that	he	has	managed	to	fully	realise	his	feelings	and	integrate	
his	trauma.	
	 We	might	consider	too,	that	Max	ends	his	narrative	in	the	past	–	
Veronica,	by	contrast,	situates	herself	very	much	in	the	present,	while	Ruth	
looks	forward.	It	would	be	simplistic	to	suggest	that	this	positioning	of	our	
narrators	as	they	come	to	the	ends	of	their	narratives	can	stand	in	for	their	
overall	attitudes,	and	yet	there	is	something	wholly	appropriate	about	the	fact	
that	Max	ultimately	finds	himself	“[coming]	back	to	live	amidst	the	rubble	of	the	
past”	(4).	Veronica’s	doubts	about	whether	or	not	she	was	abused	make	her	
uncertain	about	what	will	happen	next,	keeping	her	in	the	present,	living	
moment	to	moment.	Of	the	three,	it	is	only	Ruth	who	seems	to	manage	true	
acceptance	and	integration	of	her	past	traumas,	something	which	in	turn	
enables	to	her	to	look	forward	and	–	we	hope	–	begin	to	recover.		
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